The Hijiory of 

Falf.\ would it were bed-time, Hatty and all well. 

Prin. Why ? thou oweft'God a death. 

Ealfi ’Tis not due yet, I would be loth to pay him before his 
day.what need i bdfo forwardwith him that calls not on me? 
Well/tis no matter /Honour pricks me on : yea but how if Ho, 
nour prick me off when I come on?how then,can Honour fctto 
a leg?no,or an arme?no, or take away the griefe of a wound ? 
no, Honour hath no skill in Surgery then?no:what is Honour? 
a word: what is that word Honour?Aire:a trimme reckoning. 
Who hath it?he that died a Wednefday? Doth he feeleit > no • 
doth he heare it?no : ’tis infenfible then ?yea, to the dead ; but 
will it not live with the livingtoo : why? detra&ion willnot 
fiffer it therefore i’le none of it -Honour is a meere Skutchion- 
and fo ends my Cat-clnfmc. Exit. 

Enter fVarccfler/.nd fir Richard Demon. 

TVor.O no, my Nephew muft not know ; Sir Richar^ 

The liberall kind offer of the King. . ^ 

T^K’Twerebefthedid. - 

tVor.'Khcn are we all undone. 

It is not poflible,it cannot be, 

The King would keepe his word in loving us. 

He will fufpefl us ftill, and find a time, 

To punifh this offence in others faults : 

Suppofition,all our lives, (hall be ftucke fall of eyes. 

For reafon is but trufted like the Foxe, 

Who never fo tame/o cherifht, and loekt up, 

Will have a wilde tricke of his ancefters ; 

Looke how he can, or fad or merrily : 

Interpretation will mifqnote our lookes, 

And we fhall feed like Oxen at ftall, '> 

The better cherifht, ftill the neerer death. 

My Nephews trefpafle may be well forgot. 

It hath the excufeof youth, and heate ofblood. 

And an adopted name of priviledge. 

A hairc-braind Hotjfnr, govemd by a fpleene. 

All his offences live upon my head, 

And on his Fathers.We did traine him on. 

And hiscorruption being tane from us, 

We 


MU! 


Enter Detvg. 


Henry the Fourth . 

yye as the fpringtff all, fhall pay for all r 
Therefore good Cofin,let not H < tr^,know r 
In any cafe, the offer of the King, Enter Bjtffiftr. 

^.Deliver w hat you will,i’ le fay fo. Here comes your Co- 
HotMy Uncle is return’d, (fin. 

Deliver up my Lord of JVefimerlanfi, 

Ilncle,whatnewes ? 

VonThc King will bid you battell prefently. 
q) 0 n>. Defie him by the Lord of j-yefimerland. 

Hot . Lord Dowglas, goe you and tell him fo. 

Bnw.Uaxy and fhall very willingly: _ 

Wor . There is no teeming mercy in the King..: 
flat. Did you beg any ? God forbid. 

'Word told him gently of your grievances. 

Of his oath-breaking : which he mended thus, . 

By now forfwearing that, he is forefworne,. 

He cals us Rebels, Tray tors, and will feourge 
With haughty armes,thishatefull name in us. 

Z)w.Arme, Gentlemen, to armes,for I have thrown 
A brave defiance in King Henries teeth j , . 

And mftmertand that was ingag’d^dtd beare it,. . , 

Which cannot chute but bring him quickly on. 

Wor.dhc Prince cof Wales ftept forth before the King, 

And, Nephew, challeng’d you to fingle fight. . 

Het.O, would the .quarrel Uay upon our lica^s. 

And that no man might draw fhort breath to day, 

But I and Harry M eminent h : tell mo,.tell me, 

How fhewed his talking, c teem’d it in contempt ? 

r^.N6,by my foule, I never in my life ' 

Did heare a Challenge. urg’d mqtc modcffly, • 

Unleffe a Brother ftiould a Brotjaer d'afe . 

To gentle exercife anff probfe of armes. 

He gave you aft the duties of a man, > 

Trim’dup your prailes with a princely tongue, 

%>ke your defervingslike a Chronicle, 

Making you ever better then his praife , 

% ftill difpraifing praife, valued with you 3 
^id which became him like a Prince indeed, •> 

He 






